SPRING
I will again walk over the rich brown earth
And smell the rain thereon,
Or the new manure: or linger
Where a wet leaf casts on the air
A scent that is sweeter than any distilment, welcome
Physic for souls grown fretful and dismayed.
And when the night comes, up and down I'll go
Bearing between my arms
The child of the fragrant darkness.
And holding converse at last
With the terrifying company of the stars there
Whom 1 never before have dared to look upon.
How I, avoiding every complaint and grudge
Of long impatient man,
Shall hide me from the tramways
As I did before from God:
Endeavouring in the bosom of his apparel
To find a hiding-place before his wrath.
Now is my anger still. And the cool soft night
In at my window peeps
Like the head of a dog, uncertain
Whether he will or no:
Thus I shut the door, and stroking bid him
For the wind is chilly and company is good.